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"You mustn't," she said, like a village girl \\ho
would escape her lover.

"Why not? You love me and I love you.
Why must not I kiss you?"

" Dh. Peter, what can we do?"

It was the pathetic cry of something young and
helpless which suddenly finds itself adrift in a
world too big for it.

** We've got to tell Charles. We have got to tell
him that this can't go on. He must divorce you,
and you must come to India with me."

For a moment she thought of India, of tulip-
trees and acacias, and then she dismissed the idea.
" It would kill him. You don't realise how dread-
ful it would be for him. I could not possibly do it."

*4 We cannot both of us spoil our lives for the
one man," he suggested.

"It isn't spoiling our lives! Doing right,
abiding by a promise, and sticking to your guns
is not spoiling your life."

" Would you be happy without me?"

" No,'1 she declared. And then bravely: ** But
Fd be happy in doing the right thing."

"You silly child! Doing the right thing by
Charles is not doing the right thing by me. It
depends on which man you love better."

"It does nothing of the sort. It depends on
which man is my husband."

They sat and talked.

The moon rose soft and wise, and the world
became changed into one threaded with silver,
The park had become a fairyland, and they them-
selves were no longer two people who walk a dim
old world, but immortals who tread a romantic